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On the DEATH of 


Englands Czſar. 


— If Clamor ad alta 
Atria, concuſſam bacchatur ſama per urbem, 
Lamentss gemituque & femineo ululatu 
Tefla fremunt, reſonat magms plangoribus ether. 
Vir. AÆneid. 4. 
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To the Honourable 
Count Cornelius, 
8 Second Son to the 


Lor d Ouerquerque, 


TH# Fi | 
ON THE 
Much Lamented Death 


Late Moſt Glorious Monarch 


WILLIAM 


Of Ever Bleſſed Memory, : 
Is Humbly Dedicated. 
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On the DEATH of 
Englands Cæſar. 


Voice aroſe from Sorrow's dusky Cave, 
Sad as Deſpair, Remorſeleſs as the Grave; 
lt hung upon the Wings of Fame like nit t. 
Let the dire weight retarded not the flight, 
Bur to ach trembling Ear the Terror! bore, 

That Britain's Guard, Her Cæſar, was no more. 

O hard Neceſllity | muſt Kings obey! 

Have Souls Divine the Tenements of Clay? 

Muſt the ſame Breath that kept the World in awe, 
Not be exempt from Nature's hardeſt Law 

Can Deeds lkmmorta};put no ſtop to Fate, 

Have things moſt Precious, ſtill che ſhorteſt Date? 
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Behold the crowded Court, tec the Concern, 
All ſeem, in the King's, their own Health to learn: 
Then turn thy Eyes to that Lamented Day, 
When Death, in Cz/ar, ſnatch'd our Joys away: 
View the Sad Youth, who rends the Ambient Air, 
Whole Sorrows are the Emblem of Deſpair : 
Faint Nature could not ſtem the raging Tide, 
But he fell dead by his Great Maſter's ſide. 
Oh! Count thy Fame ſhall ſhine for ever bright, 
Whilſt all that went hefore, are lunk 1 in endleſs Night. 
No Byladey, bopchet Fricndihiy nah be ling, 
But thine ſo lovely true, and yet ſo young: ; 
Revivecxcelling Pattern of Fidelity, Fa 
Leſt, whilſt * — —— . 7 
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. all ye "Hs your Grief like — hed, 
The Tribute's| yet tod poor for! him chats dead; 
Nor let bold harden d Age now bluſh at Tears, 
Weep all, * Rivers for nn 18 
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n his e was his Care, | 
In Peace Sedate, and Vigilant in War; = 


To his Sacred: — a ſtrict Regard was given, | 
And allhs/ Actions juſtify'd by Heaven's: © 1103 91 6 15 
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Not ſnatliug Envy can his Life defame, - 10 | 
The Common Cauſt abone WII all his aim 
No private Ihtereſt for himfelf he ſoughnt. 
In bloody ERIds where he our Battels fought : 
To prop odr Church he did His Life expole, 
'Gainit our Re ligion und our Country's Foes. | 
The chearfbillSoatthers willin3ly obey, 8 
For Ceſar ht himſelf as well as they: | 
The lazy Life of Courts his Soul dildain'd, 
But (HI a Hate in all the Dangvrs dam d. 
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Trus Roma-liks; ſor Liberty he ſtood, 
And all his Care was for the Pyblick Good: 
When linking, Albion was by Rome oppreſt, 
And Pricits, and Panders did our Land infeſt, 

Then 'twas the thinking iſe judicious few 
Sought for Redrels, and ſtraight to Ceſar flew. 
1% Ce/ar came, and with his conquering Sword, 
Our Laws, Our Jide, And Liberties reſtor d. 


* 


Wite were his Councils, and his Meaſures Juſt, , 
The Confed rate World in him reposd their Truft: 
Still watry Belgia cd at each Alarm, 

To crave aſſiſtance from his conquering Arm; 
That Sword which always in her Caule O'recame, 
And gave her Safety, whilſt it gain'd him Fame. 
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To that. {ad Shore who ſhall the Tidings bear, 
'Tis blaſting as the Peſtilential Air, 8 
Which carries Death, Deſtruction, and Deſpair; 0 
Sure Tides of Grief muſt there meet Tides of Wo, 
And (well ſo high as will their Banks o'xe-flow ; 


Till thegce a Criſtal Monument ariſc, c 
Congeal'd by Sorrow from their Pious Eyes, 
That, like his Fame, ſhall touch the diſtant Skics. 


Oh! may his Death ne're reach the Gallick Coaſt, 
For when they hear our Engliſh Cæſar's loſt, 
They'll think their Scourge for Tyranny o recome, 
And with wnhatlow'd Joys prophane his Tomb : 

At this dread News France will her Force renew, 
But vain's her Hope, the Britains to Subdue : 
The Albion Genius ſtill ſurmounts their Powers, 
And drives them back upon their frighted Shores. 
At Ceſar's Birth that Genius ſmileing ſtood, 
The Hero ſtamp'd, and mingled with his Blood, 
Made him Supremely ( Great, Supremely Good ; 
Inſpir'd 'd his early Youth with wond'rous things, 
And taught him all the Glorious Acts of Kings, 
Such Fav rite Kings as ancient Rome ador d, 
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Nor Rome, nor Greece, @ greater Man cquld boaſt, 
Ceſar, in toling thee, what has not Englaud loſt ? 
| Lycurgiw-like, our Manners he refin'd, cr 
And wholſome Precepts to our Laws he joyn d: 


Oft did he wiſh, the Joyful Day to ſec, 
All Britiſb Hearts with joynt-conſeat agree, 
Free from Sedition, and cursd Av'rice free. c 


True Pater Patriæ has our Ceſar been, 
Paternal Love thro? all his Actions ſeen : 
Him his worſt Foes would with Reluctance own, 
The Greate#t Prince ere grac'd the Britiſh Throne. 


To their Heroes Fame Rome did Statues rear, 
Whereon Inſcriptions made thoſe Acts appear, 
That to Poſterity their Names transfere. 

Our Cæſars Mem'ry no ſuch Trifles claim, 

His Life's a laſting Pyramid of Fame ; 

None can forget the glorious Paths he trod, 

But ſuch vile Slaves as would forget their God 

Who, without Judgment love, or Reaſon hate, 
Such poyſonous Inſects tis deſtroy the State; | 
Their Private Intereſt is alone their Care, j 

No King they love, becauſe no God they fear, 


Ye 
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Ve Muſes, Trophies raiſe to Cæſars Fame, 
By Numing him, ye gain your ſelves a Name: 
Yet ſhould your Flights out- ſtrip the Mountain wi 
And great Idea's leave Mortal thoughts behind, 


To poor our Lang'age, t expreſs his mighty Mind . 
Plutarch tor him could find no parallel, 
His wond'rous Deeds all that are paſt excel. 


Curtius gave all his Country to redeem, 

Yet even Curtius was ont-done by him ; 

He Plung'd but once by Fates ſevere Decree, 
Our Cæſar often brav'd Mortality; 

Witneſs the Boyne, and Belgia's ranſom'd State, 
Witneſs a thouſand Acts, too num'rous to relate. 


Rome's Records can't produce a Man like thee, 
Nor were their Victors without Vanity ; f 
For each ſmall Conqueſt they'd in triumph ride, 
The Roman Greatnels here, without the Roman Pride. 


When peace he brought, how did hisSubjects throng, 
Age joyn'd with Youth, in the triumphant Song; 
And with repeated Shoutings, hallow'd him along. 
But he who undaunted ſtood to gain the Bays, 

* ow ſhun d the Thanks, and only fled from Praiſe. 


Such 


(9) | 


Such modeſt Greatneſs has his Actions crown d, 
As only in a Chriſtian Hero's found : 
So many Virtues lay compriz'd in one, | 4 
Too great a Bleſſing for an Earthly Throne, 


And Heaven has ſummon d what it ſtamp'd its own. 


Now Sad Britannia hangs her drooping Head, 
His Virtues but augment her Woes ſince he is dead; 
Her Mourning Sons deprets'd around her ſtand, 
Crying, IJ, like Cæſar, ſhal' her Arms command ? 
W ho Head our Tracht again#t Inſulting Foes * 

From Ilis Example Britiſh V alour roſe. 

FEdw rds and Henry's Soul ſurviv'd in him, 
And threaten'd hard the Gallick Diadem 
We never can enough his Death bemaan, 
The Braveſt General in the World is gon 


Sad Weptune Mourns, that he no more con eys 
The greateſt Monarch that ere crols'd the Scas. 
The Wailing Winds in Sighs their loſs deplore, 8 
Shrink to their Caves in hollow Murmurs roar, 
Cauſe they ſhall carry Cægqar nom no more: bi 
No more ſhall {trive to ſwell his Canvals Sails, = 
And drive him forward with propitious Gales; 
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Each contending for the Illuſtrious Freight, 
And Rival-like, his conſtant Paſſage wait; 
For ever muſt their Emulation cealc, 

For he is wafted to the Land of Peace. 


There Kings that govern well, meet due Reward, 
Thoſe happy Kings that are like him prepar'd : 
Let Tyrants fear that dreadful anxious Hour, 

Who make all lawful by unbounded Power ; 

Whoſe Wills, o're Realon, bear the Soveraign Sway 
Whole Senſual Pleaſures lead their Souls aſtray, 7 
In Darknels, wildred from eternal Day. N 


Our Ceſar's Life, from all ſuch Horrours tree, 
Fearleſs of Death, imbrac'd Eternity; . 
Where, with Maria, he'll for ever reign, 

That bleſſed Queen will now be his again, 
Never to part, but in full Joys remain. 
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Death can now no more their Union ſever, 
Nature's Debt is paid, /and he di ſcharg d for ever; 
Mongſt Saints and Angels Cieſar has a Throne, 
Nor ſees a Soul more Spotleſs than his own ; 
Thrice happy Prince, from all Sedition 155 


No Patty Arr to hatch bn Conſpiracy * 
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Bigots to Rone, and to her Intereſt joyn'd, ; 
Such wretched Profligates remain behind, d 
Our Ceſar s now from ali ſuch Drots refſind. 


We ſhould Rejoyce, but Nature wall * 7 
And here we find our utmoſt Vigour fail, IN ſs. 
The thoughts of what we've loſt, becomes the 104 e 


Never was Man, by Paſſion, ſo unmov'd, 


Never was King, by Subjects, more belov'd, 
Thun Caeſar wa 


No not Germaiicn that Favourite Lord, 

Whom once to Madnels ancient ame ador d: 

The « Macedonian Y outh not half fo dear, 

Whole brave Atchievements put the World in fear; 
And Sci pio- like, for Policy renown'd, = 
In Nature ſtudy'd, and in Judgment found : 

Like Mehas Queen, a Monarch came from far, 

To learn of him the Diſcipline of War; 

To court his Favour, view the Naval Stores, 
The mighty Ships that grace the Britiſh Shores: 
But ah! your Flags and Pendants now take down, 
Your Pride, your greateſt Admiral, is gone. 


| Unlucky Wamp p 


Unhniſh'd left by that Illuſtrious Fair ; 
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Then Cæſgar added to th Imperial Pi, 

And would have made it Miſtreſs of our lile ; 

But Widow'd now his Palaces appear, 
And Solitude alone inhabits there : 

So Sorrow Reigns in ev'ry Loyal Breult, 

What Contrariety our Souls inveſt, 


Why ſhould we mourn cauſe Czar is at Reſt. 4 
From Toyls of Empire now tor ever free, 
And ſafely fix d in Glorious Immortality. 
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